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Summer In January 


Author's Notes: 
My own interpretation of Zac's last moments and musings before he OD'd and died after New Year's Day in 


2002. 


The lyrics referenced in the story are from the song Long Summer Days by EMF. 


Zac takes another long swig from the almost empty bottle of vodka. Its the start of a new year but it feels 
just as crappy as the end of the previous one. 


He's sitting on the floor of a bedroom but he's sure its not his bedroom. Where is he again? Oh, yeah. He's 
crashing at a friend's place, home-sitting while she is away with her boyfriend for the New Year week-end. 


The bassist doesn't know if it's still New Year's Day or the day after already. He's so drunk and it's so dark 
outside that he can't tell the difference between day and night, yesterday and today. The cold and wet winter 


weather makes him shiver. Perhaps he should put on his hoodie or turn the heat on but he's too wasted to sit 
up and move, so he tucks himself more tightly in the corner of the room. The hard embrace of the walls is as 


uncomfortable as the silence surrounding him. 


His mouth is dry despite everything he's been drinking over the past few hours and even the drugs don't seem 


to help his mood anymore. Zac swallows a few more pills hoping they'll make him feel better. 

He grabs the remote of the cd player and presses on ‘play’. 

There's one single song set on repeat since he has arrived and started to party all by himself. He must have 
heard it a few hundred times by now but he's not yet tired of it. How could he be? He's never tired of James’ 


Voice. 


Zac runs his hand through his greasy hair and listens to the lyrics. 


„Long hot summer days.. 


He remembers everything. Not so much when they wrote the song but rather what inspired it. 
He tilts his head back and smiles. 


It was one of those summer afternoons of pure freedom. He was I9 and he was with James. They had been 
driving in the countryside for a few hours with the music blasting from the dodgy car stereo system. There 
was really nothing to see around. They didn't care. They just wanted to be away from everyone else. 


The July sun was making them sleepy in the overheating car. The AC wasn't working anymore and the worn- 
out fake leather seats were burning hot. They parked on the side of the road and went for a walk in a nearby 


field. 


James was smiling at him when he pushed him and made him fall in the high grass. The sun was so bright it 
hurt to look up. Zac closed his eyes and cursed. He heard James laugh - James’ childish and silly laugh - and 
then he felt James' body moving over his and James’ warm lips pressing against his mouth. The taste of beer 
and cider as he opened his mouth and eagerly kissed back and let James’ tongue flick against his. The grass 
tickling his naked calves - he was wearing shorts. His hands on James’ back, clenching his friend's sweaty t- 


shirt. James’ whispers and his hand touching him and making him blush and pant. 


Zac looks at the dark sky through the window on the opposite wall. 


You're riding high, but when you fall. 


Where's James tonight? 
The bassist sighs and tries to stretch to get rid of the tension in his muscles. 


If he hadn't been such a coward after that afternoon, maybe James would be with him now and it would feel 


like summer all the time. 
Maybe he should call James. 
Yes, tomorrow he will give him a call. 


Maybe they could go on holiday somewhere warm. Spain or something like that. Maybe they could rent a car 


and drive around... 


All of a sudden Zac gasps and his body starts to shake. Is it really that cold in the room? Zac wonders why 

he's sweating if it's cold and why it hurts so much. He tries to distract himself and think back to that place 

again, to that perfect summer afternoon, but it doesn't work. His mind blanks out. He's so thirsty. He tries to 
catch the bottle of vodka but he cannot. His arm is shaking too much. The room gets dark. His eyes roll into 

the back of his head as his body convulses more violently. 


For a brief moment, he can still hear the song's lyrics through the white noise that is now filling his head. 


„/m falling apart.. 


